T

MLovers,” and under their sweeping branches

" house in the background. And as he gazed

it will be just this picture I shall always see.

- way you love Roy Garnett, and immeasura-

- ghe love him?

.

The 9id Hymn.

The windows and the doors were oped,
'I'ht:lslplendid church was full of t;
Aid

L3

the moonlit street
stream of music thrilled last night.
A homeless'tramp beneath trees -
Stood stilljto hear that river roll,
And fallins n his helpless knees
Heard * Jesus, lover of my Soul.

It's thirty years since last he heard

The cadence of that anthem sweet,
And his startled soul was stirred
ThAlo_ e upott‘x thalt l%ngli mreet.uh

ng the splendid hymn w grace,

anézhﬁdren‘s voices awelled the song,
And down his dragged and stricken face

The scalding tear-drops coursed along.

# Jesus, lover of my soul,
Let me to Thy bosom fly,” -
He heard the final sentence roll,
Then wandered onward with a sigh.
The music waked the better man,
For from the past 90 sad and dim
A girl with face all wet and wan
ame slowly forth and haunted him.

TWICE MARRIED.

" The trees were always callel ‘The

the young people were fond of gathering on
moonlit summer evehings.

Pocahontas seated herself under t!ie larger
tree on the dry, warm grass, aad Jim
leaned against the rugged trunk. silently
drinking in with his eyes the sti.l beauty
of the night—the silver?; sheen of tiic water,
the pure bend of the sky, the slope of the
lawn, and the gray tranquility ot the old

there awoke in his breast, adding to its
in, that weary yearning which men-call
omie-sickness. .

« T wounder,” she murmured presently,
“if the nights out there—in Mexico, I
mean—can be more beautiful thai this. I
have read descriptious, and dreame dreams,
but I can’'t imaginre anything more per-
fect than that stretch of water shimmering
in the moonlight, and the dark outline of
the trees yonder agninst the sky.” !

¢+ It's more than beautiful ; it's home,”
Jim’s voice shook a little., * Do youknow, !
Princess, that whenever the memory of |
home comes to me out yonder in the tropics, i
The river, the lights and shadows on the’z
lawn/the old gray house, and you, with the
floweys on your breast, and t}xe moonlight
on yoir dear face. Don't be afraid, orl
move away ; I'm not going to make love to:
you—all that is over ; but your face must |
always be to me the fairest and sweetest‘
on - earth.” He . paused a moment, |
and then added, looking  steadily .
away from her: I want to tell you—
this last time I may ever have an oppor-
tunity of speaking to you alone—that you
are never to blame yourself for what has:
come and gone. It's been no fault of yours.
You could no more help my loving you than
I could help 4t myself; or than you could
make ourseg love me in return.” '

¢ QOh, Jim, dear !” spoke the girl,Igmickly ;
ang({penitently, 1 do love you. do, in- |
deed.”

]

¢ J know it, Princess, in exactly the same

bly less than you love Berkeley. That isn’t
what I wanted, dear. I'm a dull fellow,
slow at understanding things, and I can’t

$ my thoughts into graceful, fluent

nguage ; but I know what love ig} and
what I wanted you to feel is very different.
Don't be unhappy about it—or me. I1ll
worry through the qa'm in time, or grow
accustomed to it. t's tough, just at first,
but I'll pull through somehow.

spoil my life either, although it must mar |
it ; a man must be a pitiful fellow, wholets!

himself go to the bad because the woman he
loves won't have him.  God means every
man to hold .up his own weight in this

world: I'd as soon knock a woman downas |

i

throw the blame of a wasted life upoy her.” |

. Pocahontas listened with her eyes on the |

folded hands in her lap, realizing for the |

i

“first time how deeply the man beside her .

loved her. Would any other man ever love

dered, ever give all, receive nothing in

return, and atill %ive on. Why could not
V

o

sﬁmechless, and only her mind responsive.
could not'she give him hers?

answer was always the same.
love him; she could not love him ; but the
réason was beyond her. .

After a little while Jim spoke again :
“ When you were a little girl,” he said, I
always was your knight. © Inall our plays
and trubles it was always me you wanted.
My boat was th& one you liked best, and
my dog and horse would come to your
whistle as quickly as to mine. I was the
one always to care for you and carry out
cour will.  That can never be again, I

now, but don't forget me, Princess. Tet

_ the thought of your old friend come to you .
sometimes, not to trouble you, only to re- !

mind you when things are hard
and rough, and you need comfort, that
there's a heart in the world that would shed
its last drop to help you.’ ] '
With quick impulse Pocahontas leaned
forward and caught Lis hand in hers, and
before he could divine her intention, bent
her head and laid her soft, warm lipsagainst

"it. IWhen she lifted her eyes to his there

were tears in them and her voice tremble:d
as. she said . I will shink of you often
old friend ; of how_ SmMe you are, and how
unselfish. You havei been generous to me
all your life ; far mage generous than I have
‘ever deserved.” :

As they rose to return to the house, the
jasmin blossom| fell from the girl's hair to
the ground at Jim's feet: he smoye(l and
raised it. “ May I keep it?” he said.

She bowed her head silently.

- CHAPTER V.
In the dining-robm at Lanarth stood Poca-

hontas, an expression of comical dismay She was familiar with the outlines of the" and carefully mounted the fence, balancin

u}}])on her face, a’ pile of dusti volumes on
the floor at her feet. The bookcase in the
recess of the fireplate, with yawning doors

and empty shelves, stood swept and gar-

‘nished, awaiting re-possesSion. In a frenz
of untimely cleanliness, she had torn all
the books from the repose of yéars, and
now that the deed was done beyond
recall, she was a prey to disgust, and
given ovet to repentence. Berke%

. the open windew, lsoking cool and fre-h
in summer clothing, and Pocahontas, catch-
ing sight of him, put her fingers to her lips
and whistled sharply to attract his atten-
tion, which beingrgone, she followed up the
advantage with pantomimic gestures, in-
dicative of despair, and need of swift as-

|save my

‘much longer, and in event of. his v:}l{ling
It shall not | without hearing from his friends, he will be

i

. st hia o 9 : 19
her with such grand unselfishness, she won- rthiscome? I never saw it before, she

i questioned, gragely.

hy was her heart still and N

and came in to the rescue, but when he dis-
covered the service required of him, he re-
rded it with aversion, and showed a mean
esire to retreat, which unworthiness was
promptly detected by Pocahontas, and as
promlptly frustrated. ¥
¢ Do help me, Berkeley,” she entreated.
¢ They must all be put in place again before
dinner, and it only wants a quarter to 1
now. I can’t do it all before half-past 2, to
c%fe, unless you help me. You

know mother ‘dislikes a messy, littered -

room, and I’ve got your favorite puddin

for dessert. Oh, dear! I'm tired to deat_ﬁ
already, and it's sgwarm !” The rising in-

flection of her v conveyed an impression

of heat intense enough to drive an engine.

Thus adjured, Berkeley laid aside his
coat, for lifting is warm work with the sun
at the meridian. The empty shirt sleeve
had a forlorn and piteous look as it hung
crumpled and slightly twisted by his side.
Berkeley caught it with his other hand
and thrust the cuff in the waistband of his
trousers. He was well used to his loss, and
apparently indifferent to it, but the dang-
ling of the empty sleeve worried him ; the
arm was gone close up at the shoulder.

Then the pair fell to work briskly, dust-
ing, arranging, re-arranging and chatting
pleasantly.. Pocahontas plied the duster,
and her brother sorted the booksand re-
placed them on the shelves. The sun shone
in royally, until Pocahontas served a writ of
ejectment on his majesty by closing all the
shutters, and the sun promptly eluded it by
peeping in between the bars. A little !
vagrant breeze stole in, full of idleness and!
mischief, and meddled with the books—.
fluttering the leaves of ** The Faery Queen,”
which lay on its back wide open, lifting up'
the pages, and flirting them over roguishly ¢
as though bent on finding secrets. The,
little nowse attracted the girl’'s attention, ‘
and she raised the book and wiped the |
covers with her duster. As she slapped it.
lightly with her hand to get outall the dust, |
a letter slipped from among the leaves and!
fell to the floor near Berke%ey’s feet. i
¢ Where did this come from?” heinquired,
ag he picked it up. .

. ¢ Out of this book,” she answered, holding ;
up the volumie in her hand. ‘It fell out.
while [ was dusting ; some one must havel
left it in to mark a place. It must have,
been in the book for years ; see how soiled ;
it is. Whose is it?”

There is something in the unexpected
finding of a stray letter which stimulates
curiosity, and Berkeley turned it in his}
hand to read the address. The envelope !

; :
was soiled like the coat of a traveler, and .

! the letter was crumpled as though a hand

had closed over it roughly. The whiting |
was distincs and clerkly.
Mason, Esq., Wintergreen, Co.,
Virginia.” Mr.  Mason examined the :
blurred, indistinct postmark. *° Point”— |
something, it seemed to be ; and on the!
other side, Washington, plain enough, and i
the date, May 1865.

in the spring of '65 ? Then memory unfolded
itself like a map whose spring is loosened.

otnt LookouT, May —, 1865.
‘To Berkeley Mason, Esq., Virginia.

Sir, —A Confederate soldier,now a prisoner
of war at this place, giving his name as
Temple Mason, is lying in the prison
hospital at the point of death. He was too
ill to be sent south with the general trans-
fer, and in compliance with his urgent re-
quest, I write again—the third time, to
inform you of his condition. 'He can’t last

buried in the common cemetery connected
with the prison, and his identity, in all
probability, lost. This i3 what he appears
to dread, and he entreats that you will come
to him, in God's name, if you are still alive.
The utmost dispatch will. be necessary.
Respectfully —PErcIvaL Swiry, B. G. U, 8.
A.. Commandant, U. 8. P., Point Lookout.

Pocahontas came and seated herself on
her brother’s knee, gazing at him with wide
arey eyes filled with inquiry. ‘¢ When did

Then with troubled brow, and voice that

a lad of 17, had been taken prisoner, with
a recon-

specialty, and on them alone of all the]regarding the pair as ministering ppirits

<« Berkeley } won’t consent to quit the old place.
f

1 s Cali A : the field, herself, leaning against; the fence

What letter had } i sickness way out in California with Susie. I e ’ g agalnst,

forwarded him from the s:a.t i)f eglc.)v:mn)xi‘::; + wonder whether the new people will let her | and awaiting the gentleman’s return, that
: stay at Shirley ?”

ew husky at times, he ‘went over for her:
 the sad story of the last months of the last

’ . W ¥ . ' year of that unhappy and fateful struggle.
e was wortliy,of any woman's love; why i In the autumn of '64 their brother Temple,
Ask the question how  she T‘:ﬁ:lgi'd ;1(1);:'% others of his troop, while makin

- i .. & v — o ——

S o L. P | ’ -
us in time. You see, communication threugh the cracks until she should
with the south in those early days was mwm Since he had followed her
more than uncertain. If Roy hadn’t hap- so far, it would be better to let him go all
pened to be in Richmond, it’s a question |the way. ) .
whether 1 should have received this ome.| *Come, them,” she said, doybtfully, “I
It was kindly done, as you say, and this | suppose I must take you, although you had
General Smith was a kindly man. I|no businesste follow me. If the sheep
never forget his consideration |come after us, Sawney, remember. that

mother, nor. the kindness he {ou’re not afraid. You must notcry, or

poor Temple. . But for his aid we |hold on to my dress with your dirty little
codld hardly have mana at the last, in |bands. Do you hear ?”
spite of Roy’s efforts. e owe hima debt] *Ya-m,” acqui
of gratitude I’d fain repay. God bless suspicious readiness,

. B

! : match behind her.
¢ Amen ”! echoed Pocahontas, softly. They pursued their way uneventfully
' CHAPTER VIL-

until they had reached the middle of the
. - . field when the catastrophe, which Poca-

Ome bright, crisp morning about . the | hontas had anticipated, occurred. A flock
middle of October,  Pocahontas stood injof sheep pea.cefnlll;r‘. grazing at a little dis-
the back yard surrounded by a large flock | tance, suddenly raised their heads, and ad-
of turkeys» Turkeys were the young lady’s { vanced with joyful bleating, evidently

shall
for m
shewt

Sawney, with
resuming his line of

denizens of the poultry yard did she bestow |come to gratify their
her personal attention. From the-thrillin, Sawhey—perjured Sawney ! all unmindful
moment in early spring when she scribbled {of . his promise, no sooner beheld their
the date of its arrival on the first egg, until |advance, than he halted instantly, the

the full-grown birds were handed over tolmuscles of his face working ominously.
Aunt Rachel to be fattened for the table,| < Perhaps I can be of service to you.” 4

the turkeys were her particular charge,and] gpeo started, and glanced round quickly.

each morning and afterncon saw her sally | 4 qlender, dark, young man, astranger, was
forth, armed with a pan full of curds, or a ek P B WA
loaf of brown bread, for her flock. Her standing beside her, glancing, with uncon

usual attendant, on these occasions, was a ﬁmﬂfzerﬁé Z{fﬁ? h:&iﬂfg’vﬁ;
little colored boy named Sawney—the last ‘ ; ¥ g

; - at her feet.
of a line of Sawneys extending back to the} "« op “thank you ; you can indeed,” ac-

dinin '"’O}I“ servant eof Pocahontas’ great-1 .pting his proffered aid with grateful readi-
grandmother. - ' ness. “*If you will kindly drive these sheep
this particular morning Pocahontas, away, I'll be mych indebted to you. This

having emptied her basket, was watching ; : 2 .
her flock with interest and admiration,when grr::::(i:gtgllt)i ¢ t:'?:l Imca.?x{?lg} d?lfc:hix-:;l :;

Berkeley made his appearance on the porch |40 ) Now, Sawne

: ] R , 3 _._','.y,hushtha,tabom-
i o ot n s band He somet i &gt mine i i, | The gntieman
¢ Look here, Princess,” he said, as she|' {)vl'ltlg to d'rfwi . th.etsh(]a)e;; alw.'a.y cvis fall
i 3 g e e ’ 2. ith perfect gravity, but his eyes fu
joined him, ¢ here’s a letter from Jim to old } ¢ laughter, Nesbit Thorne flourished his

Aunt Violet, his ‘mammy.” He told mej ,no 404 advanced on the flock menacin
: : : gly.
he had promised the old woman to- write to {'ppe animals backed siwly. ‘¢ Will that

her. Itcame with my mail this morning, W :
and I haven’t timne to go over to Shirley and :&fuu };ehc:};l;:-ie’dwyt;!(lis.e had deiven: ‘them
read it to her ; I wish you would.  She’s| i A Jittle further, please,” she answered.
too poorly to come after it herself, so put on'}«c N 5 great deal further ; quite to the
your bonnet and step over there now, likeal 4 of the field. He won't move yet !” Her

saline yearning.

ood girl.” . : y !
800 St%;p over there, indeedt” laughed voice q.uxver,e(.i with suppressed mirth. 5
Pocahontas. ‘¢ How insinuatingly you put Feeling like ¢ Little Boy Blue

it. Aunt Vilet’s cabin is way over at rpcalled to a sense of duty, Thorne

: . : A " line | pursued the. sheep remorselessly ; the
sf;eli;;kx Rialtiamlaipeyunit i Eynilia Ene poor beasts, convinced at last that dis-

¢t General Smith’s line fence, you mean. | intment was to be their portion, trotted.
I wish you’d go, Princess. There’s money before him meekly, giving vent to their feel-

in the let d I den’t t d it by |ings in occasional bleats of reproach.
?ile n(:a eot:;’ anI prorzisev:la?litfxo is:’d 1100?( ﬁea.nwhile, Pocahontas lifted Sawnay

after the old woman for them. The girls forcibly to his feet, and led him across to
want her to come to Richmond, but she the opposite fence, over “‘fhwh she helped,
. She him to climb, beqlg (:lete ined that no more
hasn’t any children of her own, you know W | scenes should be inflicted on _her that morn-

Pocahontas extended her hand for the ing. When she had put a barrier between

letter. ‘“She ought to go to Richmond and him and danger, she ordered him to sit
lice with Belle of Nina," she said, slipping | 40wn and calm his shattered nerves and re-
it into her pocket.  She’d die of home. | cover his behavior. She remained within

she might thank him.

“Oh, yes ; Jim made every arranmgement By the time he rejoined her, Nesbit
when hz found she wouldn’t com;gent to | Thorne had decided that his new acquaint-
moye. He had an understanding witl ance was a very handsome and unusually
General Smith about the corner of land her attractive woman. "l‘he adventure g.mnsed
cabin stands on ; reserved it, or leased it,or him, and he had a mind to pursue it fur-
something. It’s all right.” ; ther. As he approached, he removed his

Always kind, always considerate, thought hat courteously, with a pleasant, half-jocular
the girl wistfully, even amid the pain and remark about the demo::all‘zed ) condlt{on of
hurry of departure—the sundering of old her escort, and a word indicative of his sur-
ties, finding time to care for the comfort of | Prise at ﬁnd}ng a country child, of any color,
his old nurse. Good, faithful Jim. afraid of animals.

¢ Have the new people come ?’ she called Yes; it is unusual,” she assented,

after her brother, as he disappeared within |9miling on him with her handsome gray
the house. ; eyes. 1 can’t account for his terror, for

1 don’t know. I rather think they |Im sureno animal has ever harmed him.”
have,” he answered. ‘.1 noticed smoki . He wonld gladly have dgta.med her talk-
rising from the kitchen chimney this morn- {178 in the pleasant sunshine,, or even—as
ing. Ask Aunt Rachel—the negroes are time was no object, and all/ways alike—
sure to know.” ‘ have liked to saunter on beside her, but

Pausing & moment at the kitchen door there was no mistaking the quiet decision of
to request the servants to inform her her mn.nnerasshe repeated her thanks and
mother that she had walked over to Shirley bade him good morning.
to read a letter to old Aunt Vilet,| ¢ Who the dickens was she?” he won-
and would be home in an hour or so,|dened idly as he leaned on the fence in
Pocahontas set.out on her expedition, never | his turn, and watched the graceful figure
noticing that little Sawney, with a muttered | disappearing in the distance. She walked
<« Me d'wine t0o,” was resolutely following | well, he noticed, without any of the ugly
her. The way led along a pleasant country | tricks of gait so many women have ; firm
E:.d, as level as a table, which ran, with |and upright, with head finely poised, and

:arcely a bend, or Lurning, straight from |every movement a curve. Her look and
the Masons’ back gate over to the ancient | voice harmonized with her carriage ; she
home of the Byrd family at Shirley. Over- {)kased his artistic sense, and he lowered his
head the interlacing branches of oak and |lils a little as he watched her, as one focuses
magnolia trees made a gorgeous canopy of |a fine picture or statue.

noissance, and they had been unable to dis-°
;cover either his condition or place of incar-
Zﬁ Mason, himself, hadi been at ‘ :
home on sick leave, weak and worn with the 'and shadow. Now and then a holly tree,

ration.

: ; -~ ! or bush, bright with berries, made a lovely | tion, for an instant, and to cause him to
fos of h:ﬁfi :;‘I:_:;l dh $th?b:;.ng;t' aﬁr:fﬁ:; ' dash of color; and glowed all over with |bend his ear and listen. - In some subtle way

head.

while calamity followed calamity with stun- |
ning rapidity, the wearing anxiety about |
Temple continued, made more intoler-!

1

‘able by the contradictory reports of his
fate brought by passing soldiers.
this letter had arrived and converted a
dread fear into a worse certainty.
It had been handed to Roy Garnett by a
' Federal officer at Richmond, and Roy had
rilden straight down with it all those
weary miles, feeling curiously certain that
it contained news of Temple, and sharing
their anxiety to the full. =~ Roy had been
stanch and helpful in their trou{ﬂe, aiding in
the hurried preparations for the journey,
and accompanying the wounded man, and
, the pale, resolute mother on their desperate
mission. Then came the hideous journey,
the arrtval at the prison, the fearful ques-
tioning, the relief akin to pain of the reply ;
the interview with the bluff, kindly com-
mandant, who took their hands heartily and
rendered them every assistance in his power.
Then, in the rough hospital of the hostile
prison, the strange, sad waiting for the end,
followed by the stranger, sadder home-
coming.
enough both north and south, but none the
less pitiful for its commonpess.
! With her head down on her brother’s
shoulder, Pocahontas sobbed convulsively.

tale, and knew vaguely of the weeks of

anxiety that had lined her mother’s gentle

face and silvered her brown hair, but of all

particulars she was ignorant. She had been

very young at the time these sad events

occurred ; the young brother slee‘ri.ug inthe

*shadow of the cedars in the old burying-
ound was scarcely more than a name to

. her, and the memories of her childhood had

ey passed ¢, jed somewhat, crowded out by the cheer- ‘

ful rc.lities of her glad girl-life.

\When she broke the silence, it was very
softlv. * Berkeley,” she said, ‘it was
kindly done of that Federal officer to let us
know. This is the third letter he wrote
about poor Temple ; the others must have
miscarried.

sistance. Berkeley turned good-naturedly, They did ; and this one only reached

l

Finally, |

It was a pitiful story, common

glossy green and russet, and the sunshine| Kvenin that brief interview, Pocahontas
ltering through the leaves embroidered the | had touched a chord in his nature no woman
old road with an intricate pattern of light | had ever touched before : it vibrated—very
faintly, but enough to arrest Thorne’s atten-

i

a difference was established between her and

As the name ¢ Percival ” crossed the girl’s | all other women.  Her ready acceptance of
mind in her whimsical musings, her | his aid, her absolute lack of self-conscious-
| thoughts seized ;upon it and fitted it in-|ness, even her calmly courteous dismissal
‘stantly to the name which had preceded it, |of him, piqued Thorne's curiosity and
{ Percival—and Smith! Percival Smith!|interest. He reflected that in all prob-
t That was the name signed to the letter they ability he would meet her soon again, and
'had re-discovered after its sleep of years— i theidea pleased him.

‘ This Pocahontas related her adventure: glee-

ithe letter telling them of Temple.
| NeWOOWEL WS, Of had been, an|fnlly when they all ‘assembled at dinner ;

| suggestions of Christmas and rejoicing.
i

- Hrmy officer—a  gemeral. Suppose itland the amusement it excited was great.
should be the same person ?  Nay ;| Berkely insisted teasingly that her
it must be—it was! Her mind|deliverer would ' develop into one of

leaped to the delightful conclusion impetu-}the workmen from Washington, employed
ously, and before she had proceeded ten by (ieneral Smith in the renovation of

yards further Pocahontas was fully con-|Shirely. One of the carpenters, or—as he
vinced of the correctness of her conclusion, iJooked gentlemanly and wore a coat, a

a.nd busy mth plans f()r returning the kmd- ! fresco man, abroad in search Of an origi l
ness they had received.. . "idea for the dining-room ceiling. his

Filled with pleasure in her thought, her jdea she had obligingly furnished him
steps quickened, as’ though her feet were and he would be a.b%e to make a ver§
trying to keep pace with her bright imagin- effective ceiling of her, and Sawney,
ngs. A“d 80 engrossed was she with'apnd the sheep, if he should handle them
castle-building that it was only when she rightly. These suggestions Pocahontas
stopped to climb a fence separating the road gcouted, maintaining gayly that the
from a field through which lay a short cut dark stranger was none other than her
to Aunt Violet’s cabin that she became ¢ Smith,” the very identical John of her
aware of her small attendant. ; destiny.

¢ Why, Sawney, who told you to come?” |
she questioned, as she sprang to the ground
The little fellow slowly !

CHAPTER VIL

The Smith family speedily settled down
into their new heome, and after the first
i feeling of strangeness had worn off, were
' circumspectly in order to scramble down. forced to acknowledge that the reality of
! When the landing had been safely effected, country living was not so disagreeable as
i he peered up at her with twinkling eyes, they had anticipated. The niighborhood
| and announced, with the air of one impart- was pleasantly and thickly settled, the peo-
ling gratifying intelligence : *“ Nobody. 1 ple kind-hearted and hospitable.  True,
!tum myse’f. I dwine long-ér you.” Klrs. Smith still secretly yearned for modern

““ There are sheep in this field ; you'd bet- conveniences and the comforts of a daily
ter run home. They’ll scare you to death.” market, and felt that time alone could

‘ Ain’t *feard,” was the valiant response. reconcile her to the unreliability and ineffi-
« Pocahontas wrinkled up

was almost too far to send him back alone, compensation. Her husband—whose time,
_and there was no one passing along the since his retirement, had hung like lead

road who could escort him to the home gate upon his hands, was busy, active and inter-

—even if he would go, which was unlikely. ested, full of plans, and reveling in the pure

N

i on the other side.

his fat body on the top rail as he. turne

her brows ; it ciency of colored servants, but even she had

to the manner in which their future life
*vould be ordered, and also by a genuine de-
gire to be of service
troublesome move. Perhaps

that with the departure of his
kindred, New York would become lonelier,
more wearisome than ever. Th? had given
him a semblance of a home, an:
in the man’s nature an undercurrent of
yearning after love and the rounding out of
true domestic life, that fretted and chafed
in its obstructed channel, and tried here
and there blindly for another outlet. .
‘Thorne’s coming with them scemed to the
Sml;]:hs a verymgnatural proceedm{%. His
aunt pro it one day, when he
had been more than usually  help-
ful, vowing that she hacarcely knew
how to get along without him, and Thorne
fell in with the pmpos&lh at o(;noc:ﬁilétfom.der e
i i since he was
Little e " If Norma had another
to his unwillinghess to be
separated from them, she was careful te
keep it hidden.
rom the first they were thrown much
into the society of the Lanarth family, for
the Masons at once assumed right of pro-
rty in them, bei bent with simple
{):yarty on defrayi ¢ ion of their
debt of gratitude. When their loved one
was “sick and in prison” these strangers
had extended to him kindness, m}d now
that opportunity offe that kindness
should returned, full | measure, pressed |
down and running over. For the geng:ml, ‘
Pocahontas conceived a lYo«itwe enthusiasm. |
—a feeling which the jolly old soldier was
not slow in discovering, nor backward in
reciprocating ; the pair were the best of
friends.
Ever since the finding of the letter,
the girl's mind had been filled with the
story of the brother whom she scarcely
remembered. With tender  imagination
she exaggerated his youth, his cour-
age, his hardships, and glorified him into a
hero. Everything connected with him
appeared pitiful and sacred ; his sabre hung
above the mantle, crossed with his father’s,

Y and she took it down one morning and half

drew the dull blade from the scabbard. The
brass of the hilt, and the trimmings of the
belt and scabbard were tarnished, and even
corroded in places. She got a cloth and
burnished them until they shone like lglold.
When she replaced it the contrast wit the
other sword hurt her, and a rush of
remoseful tenderness made her take
that down also, and burnish it carefully.
Poor father ! almost as unknown as
the young brother, she was grieved that he
should have been the second thought.

She was restoring her father’s sword to
its place, and re-a ing the crimson sash,
faded and streaked in its folds, from wear
and time, when Norma and Blanche arrived,
escorted by Nesbit Thorne. Little Sawney
had been sitting on the hearth-rug watching
her polish the arms, and offering sugges-
tions, and Pocahontas dispa tched him te
invite her guests into the parlor, while she
ran upstairs te remove the traces of her work.
The = young people from Shirley * oftem
over in the afternoons ; the wa
was short and pleasaat, and the brother an:
sister usually accompanied-them part of the
way home. T -
ocahontas was generally willing enough
to tell her stories, unless ind Norma
happened to be present, and then the im-
provisatrice was dumb. Pocahontas was
notin sympathy with Norma. Norma thought
old stories great rubbish, and did not scruple
to show that such was ‘her opinion,
and Pocahontas resented it. One evening,
in the beginning of their acquaintance, the
three giﬁ;nnhaﬁ walked down to the old
willows at the foot of the lawn, and
Pocahontas, for the amusement of her
guests, had related the little story com-
nected with them.
1 think it was all great foolishness,”
Norma declared. If she loved the man,
why not marry Him at once like a sensible
| woman ? The idea of making him wait
three years, and watch ' a rubbishing little
tree, just because his brother would have
made a scene. Whatif he did make a scene?
He would soon have submitted to the
inevitable, and made friends. The lady
couldn’t have cared much for her lover, to
be wiiling to put up with that driveling
probation.” -
¢“She did love him,” retorted Pocahontas,
with annoyance, ‘‘and she proved it b
being willing to sacrifice a little of her
happiness to spare him the bitterness of a
quarrel with his o®n brother. The men
were twins, and they loved one another,
until unnatural rivalry pushed family affec-
tion into the background. If the matter
had been settled when both were at white
heat, an estrangement ‘would have ensued
which it would have taken years te heal —if
it ever was healed. There’s no passion
so unyielding as family hate. They were
her kinsmen, too, men of her own blood :
she must think of them, outside of herself.
The welfare of the man she didn’t love must
be considered as well as .that of the man
she did love—more, if anything, beoause
she gave him so much less. How could she
come between twin brothers, and turn their
affection to hatred ? She knew them both
—knew that her own true lover would
hold firm for all the years of his
life, so that she could safely trust him
for three. And she knew that the lighter
nature would, in all ility, prove
inconstant ; and if he left her o ixis own
free will, there could be no ill-feeling, and
N ommoa s 4
orma lau erisively. ““ And i i

{ine self—sacr}il%:;: she had nr) thougl;it l:ftl;k:
over,” quot e. ‘‘His pai i
She sacrificed him, too.” prin s aofhing

“ And why not? Surely no

grudge a n would

A try three years but of his
whole hfg 8 ess to avoid so dreadful a
thing as ill b! between twin brothers. If
she could wait for his sake, he could wait
for hers. A woman must not cheapen her-

self ; if she is worth win ning
exact the effort.” » She muat

It would‘not do to start him home with the
certainty that he would yreturn the mstant the negroes to break, and tons of fert
her eye was off him, and stand by the fence, for them to waste. The girls were pleased,

\
i

delight of buying xpensive mmchinm

. “Ithink it isa lovely story,” Blanche
interposed, decidedly. *“The Edy behaved
'besutlfnlly; just exactly as she should
have done. A qmrrel between brothers is
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